THE  COMPLAINT

This lothfome life he leads

By our almightie dome,

And thus fings me, where companj?

But very feldome come.

Now left my faithful tale
For fable ihould be taken,
And therevpon my curtefie.
By thee might be forfaken :

Remember al my words,
And beare them wel in minde.
And make thereof a metaphore,
So fhalt thou quickly finde.

Both profite and paflime,

In al that I thee tel:

I knowe thy skil wil ferae therto,

And fo (quoth me) farewell.

Wherewith (me thought) me flong fo fail      The au-
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nevveth

That fcarce I could, hir feemely maddowe fee. ^surfes" and

At laft : my ftarTe (which was mine onely ftay)   conciudeth,

Did flippe, and I, muft needes awaked be,

Againft my wil did I (God knowes) awake,

For willingly I could my felfe content,

Seuen dayes to fleepe for Philomelas fake,

So that my fleepe in fuch fwete thoughts were fpent.

But you my Lord which reade this ragged verfe,

Forgiue the faults of my fo fleepy mufe,

Let me the heaft of Nemefis rehearfe,